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is that matters. For nearly a year you live inside your mother.
The early races felt this. In some savage tribes the mother's
brother is the—yes, and in old Wye's Plato no one knows who
his father is!"
Thus did Dud seek, by one mental device after another, to
dodge the disconcerting and indeed repulsive notion that this
trampish medicine-man had actually slept with his mother. He
began hurriedly inventing fantastic excuses for getting back to
the Wye's end of the house. None of these seemed appropri-
ate; but this standing in silence and staring through the night
towards Maiden Castle, while at any moment the beggar's
hand might descend on his shoulder, had reached an intoler-
able point. "There's something grotesque," he thought, "about
the relation of father and son. It's outside nature." For a
moment he struggled desperately to find a rational defence fon
his loathing of the process of generation.
"Parthenogenesis is the natural thing! That's why the act
of love is monstrous and ridiculous. Lust isn't comic. Lust is
grave and sacred. And there's nothing but poetry in concep-
tion. It's the act of paternity that's so horribly humorous.
Monstrous and comic. That's what it is. An interference with
the beautiful processes of parthenogenesis."
"Well," said the big man at his side. "We must be getting
back to them, I suppose. Put that thing down here," and he
indicated a stone slab at the door, "you won't forget it, I war-
rant. You can fix it on, like the other, with a little glue, when
you get back to that room of yours."
No-man placed the package on the stone; but neither of the
men seemed in a hurry to re-enter the house.
"I told her it would be like this—a dead calm night after
that wind"
"Told her what?" asked No-man, his mind so busy with the
mystery of procreation that he spoke at random.
"And that they all come to life on a night like this."
"Come to life?" echoed our friend, and he thought to him-
self, "Is it only my viciousness that's made me loathe the thing
so, or is it really the monstrous joke it appears, the joke at the
very bottom of creation?"
"Just think of it, lad," went on the other, "Mai-Dun,
Poundbury, Maumbury Rings, all coming slowly back to life!
I don't mean the dead in them," and the man, lowering his

